That's all we shall know for truth
Before we grow old and die.
I lift the glass to my mouth,
I look at you, and I sigh*

THE COMING OF WISDOM WITH TIME

THOUGH leaves are many, the root is one;
Through all the lying days of my youth
I swayed my leaves and flowers in the sun;
Now I may wither into the truth*

ON HEARING THAT THE STUDENTS OF OUR NEW
UNIVERSITY HAVE JOINED THE AGITATION
AGAINST IMMORAL LITERATURE

WHERE, where but here have Pride and Truth,
That long to give themselves for wage,
To shake their wicked sides at youth
Restraining reckless middle-age?

TO A POET, WHO WOULD HAVE ME PRAISE CERTAIN
BAD POETS, IMITATORS OF HIS AND MINE
You say, as I have often given tongue
In praise of what another's said or sung,
'Twere politic to do the like by these;
But was there ever dog that praised his fleas?
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